THE  EVE  OF  PEACE
and trying to recapture it. "In work there should be
beauty of execution and a sense of culture," he con-
tinued. "Electric work is the most progressive and
scientific. ..." He went on and on, feeling that eloquence
grew in him with every glass. The guests, well satisfied,
had gone away, but he went on sermonising Sereja.
He woke up next morning on the familiar bed. His first
thought was: he'd overslept the shift! Then he remem-
bered that he wasn't working in the factory, but that his
job was still in the hospital train and that he was only
on leave at the moment. So he calmed down and
started to think: who could have dragged him on to the
bed and when? He heard his "old lady" below cleaning
the shoes.
"Where is Sereja?" he asked.
"At work," she replied,
Kravtsov threw back the blanket, lowered his feet to
the ground,
"I see," he said, severely and ponderously. "Give me
something for my hangover, mother."
Everything was now settled between Fama and
Nizvetsky. How it happened Nizvetsky himself didn't
know. He went to see her, had tea, Faina laughed, talked,
fussed about the compartment, touching him now with
her shoulder now with her knee. She asked him about
his relations and wanted to know if there were many
Chinese in Vladivostock. She spoke of his illness with
great sympathy. "You shouldn't have an operation,"
she said, "without first consulting a homoeopath." She
had heard that they sometimes performed miracles with
cases like his. Finally Nizvetsky mended her lamp, the
lamp itself was in good order, but by this time the bulb
had been burned out so Faina could come back to his
story. Faina told Nizvetsky, that he was very attractive
—surely all women were mad about him? Nizvetsky
was surprised, but looking at himself in the mirror,
found that he was, indeed, quite handsome, just a bit
yellow, but that would pass when he got bettor, Faina
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